302                                            The Sunny Hours
u She's very pleasant."
" She attracted a student I knew at Copenhagen
University. He saw her here for two days and
afterwards he wrote to her every week. Is it her
innocence, do yon think ? "
I tried to divert this catechism by pointing to a
group of swans, but Sigrid was not interested in
swans.
"Ingrid is queer," she said, staring hard into my
eyes.
Remembering the girl's unconventional entry to
my room, I was inclined to agree with this.
"She should always be with Miss Thodorson."
44 It seems a strange Swedish custom. Were you
always with your governess when you were seven-
teen ?" I asked jestingly.
Sigrid said nothing. Her face was hard with her
passionate envy of her sister's beauty. We
beached the boat among the reeds at the edge of
the linden wood. Intently the swans watched us
disembarking, their reptilian eyes gleaming a deep
scarlet in the sunrays. Five minutes later Sigrid
was showing me the troll's house.
*                 *                 *
THE lindens were enchanting in the moonlight
as I set out for the hut shortly before midnight. I
pushed my way through the undergrowth, caressed
by leaves odorous with the spring night. My
heart was throbbing violently. I wondered why
I had decided to come. Meeting a schoolgirl at
midnight was romantically redolent of the Christ-
inas annuals ; in reality it was ludicrous and a